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Eye-catching 


Author's Notes: 
Little experiment :D 


I'm late to the party as-fashionabte as always, but here's The Struts for a nice change, with a little something 


I've been thinking to jot down for a while now. 


If you're not familiar with the band (and you're snooping around, thank you in advance for the trust), definitely 
check this out, but also check this out, or check this out Or maybe yeah, check this out. The following is 
partially inspired by the song Roll up. 


Without further ado, enjoy and | hope to see you below :) 


Fifteen minutes to go. 


By then, the backstage underworld was a rip-roaring hustle and bustle, all about roadies and techs pacing up 
and down the hallways and, on the other side, waiting fans going into uproar every time a head popped out of 
the curtains to check if anything was missing. Fiddling with his sticks, even Gethin couldn't stop walking from 

the dressing room to the bathroom, whereas Jed was quietly reading a music magazine in the eastern corner 
of the room. The crew guys flashed by every once in a while, checking on the situation - yet, they were like 


passengers out of the corner of Adam's eye. 


Sprawled on the grey couch in the middle of the room, sat in fact the sandy-blonde guitarist, his fingers 
wondering over the frets as if with a mind of their own since his mind was light years from focusing on the 


upcoming show. It happened every night, by then. He could hardly help himself. 


Doughy black gel was glazed skillfully as every night before, dark eyes never leaving the mirror as they did 
the job, the same fussy yet nonchalant glimpse boarding in them. Another night, another show, nothing special. 
Still, Adam couldn't hold himself back from glancing at the singer from time to time, only to force his eyes 


back on boring magazines or his guitar. 


Since the very beginning, Luke's pre show doll-up rituals had been fascinating him. Whereas he didn't know a 
thing about make-up and all that stuff, his friend had always been a bit more daring and creative, curious and 
ambitious enough to try a new look on himself. Amused by all the efforts put in it albeit adoring, Adam had 
never managed to gather the courage to tell the singer he would've looked beautiful no matter what he had 


chosen to put on his face, had it even been mud. 


Minutes ticked away faster and faster, with the chattering backstage getting louder and people going over the 
last details and whatnot once again before calling the band. 


Bent over the cabinet to better study his handiwork, Luke stretched like a cat once more, almost teasing him, 
his see-through all-ruffle shirt following the extended arms, leaving the smooth skin of his back's bottom 
exposed. The guitarist couldn't deny himself a peek then, hoping he would be the only one looking over. 


It was supposed to be a quick, harmless glance to impress the blissful image into his memory for the rest of 
the night, so quick and so damaging. Still, as soon as Adam followed Luke's spine to his messy hair, he lost 


himself into the preciousness of the sight before his eyes, bewitched by the familiarity of it. 


Back arched and o-shaped lips, there, humming something to himself, sat the unwitting inspiration to most of 
the blonde's songwriting. 


It took a split second for the reflection in the mirror to catch the guitarist peering, but it was an almost 


other-worldly flash, as if the singer had been counting the seconds to that moment. Thoughts dissipated, as a 
genuine, bright smile blossomed from across the room and Luke winked at him, the smile quickly turning into a 
roguish little smirk. 


For an endless moment, time stopped and they just locked eyes, sharing the comfort in being the two of them, 
just them - as it used to be in the beginning and would've always been, somehow - lost in that glance, with all 
that it carried. Just another move written into the familiar script playing night after night, before taking the 
stage. No word would've been as eloquent, and the feeling would unfold for no lyrics satisfactorily enough. 


After all, Adam thought, some things were better left unsaid. 


The guitarist smiled, looking away as soon as the spell wore off. He didn't need no blush with the singer around. 


